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SEDUCED 


My friend Gareth and I have known 
each other about a year, and we've 
experienced some intense, feral love- 
making during this time, but nothing 
could have prepared me for my latest 
experience. 


It was a sizzling-hot day almost too 
hot for anything physical. A lazy day 
by the pool fit the bill, so I invited Ga- 
reth to join me. As soon as he arrived 
at my door, I pulled him inside. Tak- 
ing advantage of the air- condition- 
ing, we managed to get busy twice 
before heading out to the pool. Ga- 
reth knows how to get me off with his 
wildly wicked tongue, licking me and 
finger-fucking me until I squirt. He al- 
ways makes sure I reach my peak sev- 
eral times before letting me pleasure 
him. There’s nothing like having four 
or five orgasms to set the tone for the 
day. 


But the real fireworks began after we 
went to the pool. The sun’s heat on my 
skin is a natural aphrodisiac, heating 
me inside and out. 


As we lazed in the sun, Gareth brought 
up the advantages of adding another 
person to the mix. It wasn’t the first 
time we'd talked about it, and when 
I looked over at him, his hard cock 
made me want to straddle him right 
there in front of my neighbors and 
ride my way to another climax. 


Since Gareth had some experience 
in this area, I dared him to pick 
some^one-— male or female, as that 
didn't matter to me. I’d never expe- 
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rienced the pleasures of a three-way, 
so I left the details up to him and was 
pleasantly surprised when he chose a 
beautiful, petite female lounging on 
the other side of the pool. She was 
new to the development and had long, 
silky brown hair, which I suddenly 
imagined pulling on while she sat on 
Gareth's face and I rode his cock. And 
she seemed to be staring at Gareth— 
or at least at his crotch. 


After getting some brief instruc^tions 
from Gareth, I went over and intro- 
duced myself, then invited Stacy up to 
my place to help out with some cold 
drinks for a few of my other neigh- 
bors hanging out by the pool. She in- 
nocently agreed. When we got to my 
door, I told her I'd locked myself out 
and called Gareth to unlock the door 
with his spare. When Gareth came to 
unlock the door, his big cock bumped 
against her hip. She didn’t even flinch. 
Her gaze went right to his crotch 
and her hand followed, stroking him 
through his shorts. Seeing Stacy's re- 
action made me wet, and I quickly 
ushered everyone inside. 


In about a second, Gareth’s shorts 
were on the floor and our new friend 
was sucking his cock. I couldn't take it 
any longer and had to join in the fun. I 
told Stacy that we’d be more comfort- 
able in the bedroom, then led the way. 
Once there, Stacy took off her clothes 
and lay on the bed. I figured she want- 
ed to fuck Gareth — until she held out 
her hand to me and told me she want- 
ed me to sit on her face. Now, I'd nev- 
er been with another girl, but 1 was so 


excited by watching her suck Gareth's cock I couldn't resist. It was amazing! She 
knew exactly how to eat my pussy, heading right for my clit and sucking on it 


while finger-fucking me. 


While I was enjoying the benefit of Stacy's experience and skill, Gareth started 
fucking her. Each time Gareth thrust into her, her tongue dipped into my pussy 
and she gently rolled my nipples between her fingers. It was all too much! I 
gripped the headboard and rode her agile tongue as I came hard and creamed all 
over her face. 


Somehow Stacy was now in charge of our little game. She told Gareth to eat her 
out, which was just perfect for my fantasy. I had one hand on her breast and one 
hand around her hair as | rocked my pussy around Gareth’s dick. When I leaned 
forward to kiss her neck, Stacy turned her head and our lips met. Hers were soft 
and tasted like my pussy. We were all getting off and loving it. We moved fluidly 
from one position to the next, experimenting until all three of us were pleasantly 
exhausted and satisfied. 


Afterward, Stacy confessed she lived right above me and had heard us making 
love that morning. She told us how beautiful we both were and that she'd wanted 
us the minute she saw us. Imagine that. We thought we were seducing her, and 
it turned out we'd just beat her to it! — 


TIFFANY HEAVEN 


front of his pants. I asked him what 
he had in mind, and after he detailed 
his expectations for the night, I gave 
him a price and politely advised him 
that we needed to take care of busi- 
ness first. He reached into his pocket 
for his wallet and forked over the 
agreed- upon amount. I promptly 
stuffed the cash into my boots. 


My boyfriend and I added a new 
twist to our sex life. 


As "Tiffany" the call girl, I prepped 
for my part in the living room by put- 
ting on a short skirt, thigh-high boots 
with fuck-me heels, a fishnet top with 
no bra, and a complete change in 
attitude. Meanwhile, "John" the john 
relaxed in the bedroom, watching his 
favorite porno of the hour and strok- 
ing his awesome cock. 


His first request was easy — in my 
best sultry voice, I had to read sever- 
al sex-filled letters from the current 


After about 30 minutes, he texted, issue of Penthouse while he sat on 


"Looking 4 Tif. Is she available?" 

I texted back, "Yes, she'll be right 
over." I gave him five minutes, then 
knocked on the bedroom door. When 
he invited me in, we exchanged 
pleasantries and I smiled, noticing 
the huge bulge straining against the 


the edge of the bed and stroked him- 
self. After hearing just two steamy 
letters, he was dying for a blowjob, 
and I was dying to give him one. 


After placing a pillow on the floor, 
I told him to lie back and I knelt be- 
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tween his legs. He was already so 
hard that | had to start things off 
slowly. Taking him in hand, I swept 
my tongue across the tip, cleaning off 
the pre-come that oozed from the slit 
before popping the bulbous head into 
my mouth. Hearing his deep sigh 
and seeing the slight trem- 
ors that rippled through his 


want you to suck me off, but I want 
you to come, too. I want you to 
flood my mouth with your pussy 
juice as I come." Then his strong 
hands gripped my waist, flipped 
me a round, and settled me over his 
mouth. 

And to that I said, "Well, if 
that's what you want, hon- 


body kept me sucking gen- pussy began ey." 


tly. John probably thought 
he had himself under con- 
trol, but when I opened my 
throat and slid my mouth 
all the way down to the 
root, his reaction was al- 
most violent. Suddenly, his 
back arched off the bed, 
and if I hadn't released his 
cock and firmly squeezed 
his balls in my hand, it 
would have been over in 
seconds and only one of us 
would have been satisfied. 


I let John take a few deep breaths to 
steady himself and took advantage of 
the brief lull to rub my pussy. I was 
slippery wet, and though going down 
on me hadn't been on his to-do list, 

I decided to give him a little taste of 
what he was missing. 


I rose to my feet, leaned over him, 
and dangled my wet fingers under 
his nose before touching them to his 
lips. He quickly grabbed my hand, 
sucked my fingers into his mouth, 
and groaned as his tongue swirled 
around each digit. Satisfied he'd 
licked off every drop of cream, he re- 
leased my fingers and pulled me onto 
the bed. 


“I hope you don't mind, but I 
changed my mind," he said. "I still 


to spasm, Then he looped his arms 


around my thighs and 


John pressed 5 eared me with his tongue. 
his tongue 
against ту self that 1 was Tiffany the 

clit and I 
came in a 
rush." 


God, it felt good — so good 
that I had to remind my- 


hooker and that I had a nice 
hard dick in front of me 

that needed my attention. 
Spurred on by John's tongue 
action, I engulfed his cock 
in one quick swoop, intent 
on giving him back the same 
level of pleasure he was giving me. 


The harder I sucked his cock, the 
more attention he lavished on my 
love button. 


just when I didn't think I could hold 
out any longer, he shoved his fingers 
inside me and made contact with my 
G spot, sending shockwaves through 
my body. As my pussy began to 
twitch and spasm around his fingers, 
John pressed his tongue against my 
clit, and I came in a rush, releasing 
his cock in my frenzy. 


True to his word, John's eager mouth 
was right there, lapping up my juices 
while he erupted, spewing hot jizz 
all over my fishnet top and my tits. 
Needless to say I was in ‘Tiffany’ 
heaven. 


THE PLEASURE PRINCIPLE: SEXUAL 
WELLBEING AS YOU GET OLDER 


Results from the latest Nation- 
al Survey of Sexual Attitudes and 
Lifestyles, among the largest and 
most detailed scientific studies 
of sexual behaviour in the world, 


tations or gender identities, who 
have grown up in a time when less 
support was available. 


Whether you are 18 or 81, sex can 


show that Brits in Some benefits of sex are have a positive ef- 


their 505, 60s and 
beyond still have 
active sex lives. 


that it: 


fect on your overall 


health and wellbe- 


e Releases chemicals hat ing. 


ln fact, 75% of 
men and S496 of 
women aged SS 
- 64, and 57% 
of men and 37% 
of women aged 
65 - 74, reported 
having sex with 
someone of the 
opposite sex in 
the last year. 


Yet there is still 
a myth that old- 
er people no lon- 
ger have sex, or 
it is talked about 
with a degree of 
embarrassment or 
sgueamishness, 
which means their 


help you feel happy. 


e Keeps your juices 
flowing. 


e Strengthens the 
immune system. 


• Can relieve physical 
and emotional stress. 


» Aids relaxation and 
sleep. 


• Can relieve pain 
* 15 good for the heart 
° Keeps the prostate 


gland and genitals 
healthy. 


their desires. 


Of course as you 
get older, sex may 
not have the ap- 
peal it once did. 
You may engage in 
less sexual activity 
for many reasons, 
including _ illness, 
the loss of a part- 
ner or less interest 
sexually in a part- 
ner. 

And there is no 
right or wrong lev- 
el of sexual ac- 
tivity at any age, 
but as you get old- 
er, you might find 
you are more likely 
to be out of sync 
with a partner and 


sexual health needs, and especially 
conversations around pleasure and 
wellbeing, can be overlooked. This 
can particularly be the case for 
people with different sexual orien- 
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Tips for enjoying sex into later life 
` Some health conditions or med- 


ications can impact on sexual 


function or desire, but this could 
be treatable or avoidable. Don’t 
just assume because you are old- 
er, side effects are inevitable and 
you have to put up with it; have a 
chat with your doctor. 


: If you are struggling to achieve 
orgasm with a partner, try mas- 
turbating on your own, with or 
without a sex toy. It’s a great 
way of rediscovering what works 
for you without the pressure of 
feeling like you have to perform. 


` Talk to your partner, if you have 
one, about changes you are expe- 
riencing as you get older. If you're 
in a long term relationship it can 
be hard to shift habits and intro- 
duce a new approach to sex, but it 
could give you a new lease of life. 
If you're struggling to talk about 
sex with a new partner, check out 
our Pillow Talk tips. 


` It's natural for your sex drive to 
decrease over the gears - breaking 
up your normal routine, possibly 
introducing sex toys to your re- 
lationship, and not focusing only 
on penetrative sex can help you 
explore new and different ways to 
find sexual satisfaction. 


` It’s natural for older women to 
experience vaginal dryness. As 
well as using lube, avoid soaps 
and shower gels which can cause 
further dryness. Hormone replace- 


ment therapy can help reduce 
vaginal dryness or you can try an 
oestrogen cream which can help 
increase natural lubrication. 


: As women get older there is less 
blood flow to the clitoris and va- 
gina, which reduces sensitivity, so 
orgasms can be more difficult to 
achieve and less intense; pelvic 
floor exercises can help increase 
vaginal sensation and intensify 
orgasms. 


* Rediscovering your sensual side 
doesn’t have to directly involve 
sex; sometimes giving other areas 
of your life a spring clean can have 
a positive impact on your feelings 
of desire. Try wearing clothes that 
make you feel sexy, learn an ex- 
citing new hobby for a confidence 
boost, or discover your erotic side 
by watching or reading a sexy film 
or book. 


` People from the “baby boom’ gen- 
eration who grew up in the wake 
of the contraceptive pill being in- 
troduced may never had or rare- 
ly used condoms. If you are dat- 
ing again in later life, even if you 
don’t need to worry about preg- 
nancy, it’s important to remember 
that condoms are the only meth- 
od of contraception that can help 
protect against sexually transmit- 
ted infections (STIs). Diagnoses 
of STIs among older people have 


been on the rise in recent years. 
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SEXTING 


The fact that I have to travel a lot for 
my job as a fashion photographer has 
always been a sore spot with my boy- 
friend, Brandon. He works the day 
shift at a French restaurant, and in 
many ways is more of a homebody 
than I am. I like a fast-paced lifestyle, 
which is why I moved to New York in 
the first place. Even though he thrives 
on the energy at the restaurant, he's 
happy to veg out in front of the TV or 
just explore the city. Still, we fell hard 
for each other and weren't going to 
split up simply because sometimes I 
have to hop on a plane. The chemistry 
between us was strong right from the 
beginning, and hasn't let up, so we've 
learned how to deal with my traveling 
with frequent phone calls and hours 
of hot sex when I return. We balance 
our nights out with ones cuddled in 
front of our fireplace, watching mov- 
ies, or having sex on our luxurious 
shag carpet. 


When [have to go out of town, though, 
he practically sulks. Or at least he did 
until we devised a high-tech, ultra- 
modern, yet perfectly dirty, way of 
dealing with my absence. I had heard 
on the news that several airlines were 
now offering in-flight instant-mes- 
sage and Internet services. What bet- 
ter way to keep in touch with my man 
than by sharing everyone of my X-rat- 
ed thoughts while on a plane filled 
with strangers? 


Usually I try to fly first class, where I 
indulge in champagne and ice cream 
sundaes and generally pretend I’m 
on vacation, rather than heading off 
to work. But since I’d had to book a 
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last-minute flight, I'd been stuck with 
the only seat left—a middle seat in 
coach. Oh, well, how bad could it be? 
I thought. 


If you’ve ever asked yourself that 
question, you know the answer: very, 
very bad. I wound up stuck between 
a drooling older man and a fidgety 
teenager of indeterminate gender. 
Though I’d never cheat on Brandon, 
I'd at least have wished for some eye 
candy, a hunky man-—or, hell, even 
a curvy, cleavage-baring woman — to 
keep the edges of my vision occupied. 
So I turned to what at first seemed 
like a last resort: I logged on to my 
computer. The teenager was listening 
to some loud music and the old man 
was nodding off, often with his head 
collapsing onto my shoulder. 


As I waited for my laptop to load, I 
knew that at least I could get lost in 
the endless offerings of the Internet, 
which I often do even when I'm sup- 
posed to be retouching photos or re- 
plying to e-mail. It offers endless dis- 
tractions and keeps up with my ADD 
brain better than even a juicy novel. 


The prospect of going online was 


enough to make me forget about the 
cramped legroom — did I mention I'm 
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five-eleven? — and lack of food service 
on a cross-country flight. I went on 
and immediately checked my e-mail, 
then logged on to IM, hoping that 
even though this was a red-eye, one 
of my friends would be up. Well, one 
of them was—a very close, personal, 
sexy friend. There was Brandon, or 
rather, Randyboy69, as he so often 
was when he wasn't at work. We're an 
equal-opportunity online- addiction 
household. 


"Hey sexy," I typed, shifting a little 
in my narrow seat as I pictured him 
wearing just a pair of gray cotton 
briefs as he watched the latest episode 
of Entourage, probably with a beer, or 
perhaps a joint, in hand. 


"You stuck at the airport?" he wrote 
p 
back. 


"No. I’m stuck in the hell that is coach. 
I'm high. In the sky, that is," I typed. 


"What do you mean?" 


"What do I mean? I'm in the air. On 
my flight. They have wireless now, at 
least, while it lasts." 


"Fancy schmancy." 


"Not so much. But you can help me 
pass the time. Take out your cock. 
Show it to me." 


I didn't mean literally, even though 
he could have, via Skype. That vision 
might be a bit much to share with my 
seatmates, plus I wasn’t sure I could 
handle the prospect of Brandon’s 
powerful dick right in my face. But 
I wanted to picture it in all its hard, 
pounding deliciousness, while he pic- 


tured me in my seat, getting nice and 
wet, just for him. If I'd been in my car. 
I'd have been tempted to ditch my 
shoot, turn around, drive home, and 
jump his bones. 


"You're crazy, do you know that? And 
I'm not gonna show you my cock till 
you take your panties off. Get rid of 
them and shove them in the seat pock- 
et in front of you. I dare you." 


That was unfair. He knew I could nev- 
er resist a dare, or an order, or even a 
mere naughty suggestion. That's just 
the effect he has on me, which means 
that since we've been together, I've 
wound up fucking him in all sorts of 
public places, and we've gotten caught 
twice—that I know about. I’ve had 
to slink out of men's bathroom stalls 
with my hair mussed after vigorous 
blowjobs, have had my cover nearly 
blown in the middle of an Alaska win- 
ter after a quickie in his parents! kitch- 
en (the coast had seemed clear), and 
many more adventures I'd have been 
way too shy, or at least wary, to take 
part in before him. 


But Brandon brings out the dirty girl 
inside me, the girl my straight-A, 
choir- and track-team- member former 
self could never have imagined. Even 
now, I retain so much of my good-girl 
polish, at least on the outside. Before 
Brandon, I dated guys who would 
never think of wanting a lady on the 
streets and a whore in the bedroom. 
"Whore" probably wasn't even in their 
vocabulary, whereas Brandon loved 
to taunt me with it, whispering it in 
my ear as I teetered on that perilous, 
wondrous brink of orgasm, knowing 
that the prospect of being a woman 


of the night would send me crashing 
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over the edge. 


“Where are your panties, young 
lady?" was blinking on my screen — in 
red. Next thing I knew, he'd be going 
to all caps. 


"Just a sec," I typed, feeling a rush of 
wetness soak said item of clothing. 
My panties were already skimpy to 
begin with; 

I like to travel wearing my sexiest un- 
dies to remind me that, while I may 
not have my man with me, I have 
something to look forward to when 
I go home. In fact, most of my plain- 
Jane, boring cotton panties have gone 
by the wayside in favor of silk, satin, 
lace, and mesh in a rainbow of colors. 
Brandon has made his mark all over 
my body, and in my dresser drawers. 
I pondered how best to go about this. 


Removing my bra in the locker room 
in college without showing my tits 
was easier than this maneuver would 
be. I placed the laptop on the tray in 
front of me, then undid my seat belt, 
trying to be as silent as possible so as 
not to attract attention. I reached into 
the waistband of my skirt and pushed 
the edge of my panties down one hip, 
then did the same with the other. 


I had to get them down far enough 
so I could wiggle them the rest of the 
way with my legs. My face was hot, 
and my cheeks surely blushing, as he 
continued to type away, the screen re- 
freshing as I squirmed. “I wish I could 
see you slithering out of those panties, 
wish 1 could see between your legs to 
what they were covering. Even though 
I just tasted you this morning, baby, I 
miss you already. It's just not the same 
without you, but I’m trying.” 


"Tell me what you're doing. I have my 
panties halfway down my thighs," I 
typed back in a flash, grateful that a 
11 those years of temping had gifted 
me with the ability to type 100 words 
per minute, or one-handed, if need be. 
I wiggled against the seat, shifting one 
leg and hip, then the other, as I felt my 
panties move slowly down my legs. 


"I've got my dick poking out of the 
waistband of my briefs. I can see the 
head straining. I wish you were here 
to lick it. Oh, God. I'm getting out 
the lube now, the one you got us last 
time, at that store... the one that made 
you scream when Г rubbed it all over 
you.” I'd found the lube at a sex store 
in Austin on my last trip there, and it 
had come in at just under three ounc- 
es, which allowed me to carry it on the 
plane. 


We'd had so much fun with it, we'd 
quickly gone through that tiny bottle, 
and had to order a supersize one on- 
line. The image he was painting of his 
cock had me breathing hard. I bit my 
lip, wishing I had something to put in 
my mouth. He was setting off every 
hot button of my oral fixation. 


I pushed my panties farther down, 
keeping my eyes glued to the screen, 
as if what I were doing wasn't com- 
pletely deliberate. Maybe I could say 
I had an itch and was scratching it, if 
anyone noticed. I turned to my left, 
horrified suddenly when I realized 
my potential audience didn't just in- 
clude the people on either side of me, 
but those in the rest of my row as well. 
Any one of them could see me slip- 
ping my hot pink panties down my 
legs, over my feet, and into the pouch 


filled with flight safety instructions 
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and the airline’s magazine. It would 
be a gift to some lucky flight attendant 
or, if they did a lackluster job of clean- 
ing, a future passenger. But I didn’t 
care about that; | cared about obeying 
Brandon's order. 


"Well, Cindy? Are you 


WE’VE RUINED 


me, which would leave me no choice 
but to hastily shut down my laptop 
and hope I didn't get reported to the 


airline authorities. 


But Brandon didn't do that. He relied 
on describing his delicious dick to me 
in explosive detail. He 


done yet? I don't have all COUNTLESS OUT- told me exactly where 


day. I mean, I'm a I most 
ready to come all over 
you, and I don’t want to 
ruin your pretty under- 
wear.” 


FITS. I NEVER 
MIND IF I HAVE His cock head looked 
TO REPLACE A 


his hand was, how hard 
he was stroking himself. 


"red and ready to burst." 
He could feel the come 


That was a lie, because BRA OR PAIR OF bubbling up. 


over the course of our PANTIES IF WHAT 


relationship, we've ru- 


ined countless outfits,] GAIN IN RETURN panties. 


He wanted to taste my 
Oh, wait—he 


not to mention furniture. IS AN EXPLOSIVE W going through our 


His come has splattered 
tabletops, stoves, kitch- 
en tiles, bathtubs, and 
couches, not to mention every inch of 
my body. 


I’ve left wet spots in plenty of places 
that hotels would be horrified to know 
about (we do clean up after ourselves, 
as best we can, but it's an imperfect 
science). I never mind if I have to re- 
place a bra or pair of panties if what I 
gain in return is an explosive orgasm. 
That seems like a fair trade to me. 


" Almost," I managed to type back. The 
excruciating frustration of not being 
able to hear his voice, not being able to 
even whisper his name, let alone run 
my fingers along my hardened nip- 
ples or stroke myself between my legs, 
was unbearable but also arousing. The 
furtiveness was part of the turn-on, a 
complete contrast to his freedom to do 
whatever he wanted. For a brief mo- 
ment I wondered if he was going to 
take a photo of his cock and send it to 


ORGASM. 


laundry and fishing out a 
dirty pair to approximate 
what he couldn't have. I 
was trying to read his text while inch- 
ing my panties lower and lower. Fi- 
nally, they were poised at my skirt's 
edge. I felt them trapping my legs as 
I widened them just so. Sometimes I 
hold my panties around my legs when 
I masturbate, legs up in the air, elastic 
keeping me in place like some erotic 
exercise band. I like the way they feel 
pressing against my skin, the resis- 
tance they form as my muscles flex, 
sending me on my way to climax. 


Now I looked down below me, as if 
I were searching for a missing pen, 
whisked them off and into my hand, 
and shoved them way down deep 
in the pocket in front of me, nestled 
against a barf bag and a magazine. 


My heart was pounding, and I'm sure 
my juices were leaking onto my skirt. 
I didn't care anymore if they were vis- 
ible. "1 did it!" I typed, and I got the 
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praise I’d been hoping for. 


"Very good. I like it when you listen to 
me, Cindy. 


I like it when you do whatever I ask 
you to. That means when you get 
home you're going to get a very spe- 
cial reward. A gold star, if you will." 
I knew what that meant. That was our 
code word for the glittery, gold butt 
plug he'd bought me when | got that 
rave review from the Times. I’m not 
one of those insatiable anal babes who 
needs it up the ass all the time. 


Getting fucked there is reserved for 
special occasions, ones that involve 
sensual bubble baths, oysters hand-fed 
to me, and me spending a long time 
across his lap getting spanked and fin- 
gered and filled. He prepares my ass 
so lovingly for the invasion it’s about 
to take, I practically melt around the 
plug. I never know when it will occur, 
it's another area where I cede control 
to Brandon, knowing that he knows 
just how to please me. 


As I was drifting off into an anal-sex 
daydream, the captain announced that 
we were going to have to put away all 
electronic devices. I hadn’t come yet, 
but | was in that pre-orgasmic state 
that is sometimes better than orgasm, 
where it feels like anything and ev- 
erything could fill my cunt and Га 
still crave more; where my pussy is 
almost in pain with need. It’s what I 
like to think of as the female equiva- 
lent of blue balls. It was so delicious 
that I almost forgot about Brandon for 
a second. I looked at the screen to see 
that he’d told me he’d poured some 
lube into his palm and was moving his 
hand up and down, fast as can be. 
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He's let me watch him often enough 
that | knew exactly what he was doing 
now. Sometimes he ties me up, wrists 
bound with red rope behind my back, 
once in a while a ball gag shoved in 
my mouth, so I can't touch myself — or 
him —and I just observe as he slowly, 
teasingly, jerks himself off, until by the 
end his hand and cock are one body 
part, moving in perfect sync until he 
spatters me with his come. 


I didn't type anything back, just 
brought the screen closer to me as he 
stopped typing and I knew he was 
coming. “Love you, will call soon," I 
typed as I closed my computer and 
slipped it back into its case. I shut my 
eyes and settled a blanket over my lap, 
hoping nobody had seen me. 


Ilearned two things on that trip: Coach 
isn't so bad after all, if you know how 
to handle it, and there's more than one 
way to join the Mile High Club— you 
don't even have to be in the air to do it. 
I'm looking forward to my next trip, 
and I'm sure Brandon is.too. 
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SEX Positions For WOMEN, RANKED 


If you’ve seen porn, then you know 
there’s a wide world of sexual positions 
out there. Maybe you've even tried a few 
of them in your time. | mean, if she is 
enjoying getting twisted around like a 
Kama Sutra-inspired pretzel, chances are 
your lady will too, right? 


Mmm... not so much. Just because you've 
seen it on TV does not mean you should 
try it at home, kids. Sexual positions are 
not all created equal, especially for wom- 
ей. So to help you out, here's a list of 
20 of the most popular sexual positions, 
ranked by how they feel for a woman. 


Disclaimer: Not all women are created 
equal. What's true for one is not neces- 
sarily true for all. This is a generalization. 
It would behoove you to have a conver- 
sation with your partner to find out how 
this list ranks for her. Especially before 
gou improvise an unwanted 64 session. 


20. 69 

This is seriously one of the worst sexu- 
al positions ever, and whoever invented 
it didn’t invent a sex position so much 
as the beginning of an awkward conver- 
sation. So let's clear this up right now: 
Women do not enjoy the 69. In order for 
a woman to orgasm, she has to be re- 
laxed and stress-free. Propping ourselves 
up so we can service you while you ser- 
vice us is just plain work. We want to 
be sure that we’re doing a good job, so 
we're busy concentrating on what we're 
doing down there for you. Plus, we’re 
worried that our buttholes might get 
stuffed with nose if we buck with plea- 
sure. № you're orally pleasuring us, then 
we just want to sit back and enjoy that. 


19. Standing up 

While admittedly this looks hot as hell 
on TV, it’s actually a lot of work for both 
of us. № you’re able to actually do it, 

it involves her arms wrapped around his 
neck, while he hoists her up and holds 
her legs open. It involves leverage, a 
chair, or even a wall. Sure, it looks good, 
but you’re both preoccupied with whether 
this is actually fun for either of you, and 
she’s definitely wondering if he thinks 
she’s too heavy. 


18. The wheelbarrow 

$000... who thought up this one? Serious- 
ly, have you ever had sex before? With a 
human? Doing a half-handstand while a 
dude lifts your hips in the air and starts 
banging you from behind is the least 
comfortable position | can imagine. If 
you have ever gotten a girl off using the 
wheelbarrow, she was definitely faking. 


17. The butter churner 

Or perhaps you prefer "the oil driller," 
because that's exactly what this posi- 
tion looks like he's doing. She's on her 
back with her legs raised up over her 
head while he squats over her and dips 
(drills?) himself into her. This is fun for 
about 3-10 seconds before she's thinking, 
“My chin is cutting off my airway and 
seriously put me down.” 


16. The cradle 

Sure, it's romantic. He's sitting up and 
she's straddling him and everything is 
all close and intimate -- but gou're not 
really going anywhere and very little is 
actually happening. There’s not enough 
room for the movements that need to 
occur for either of you to climax. But 
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it’s definitely good for making out and 
smelling each other. 


15. The waterfall 

He lies with his legs on his bed and his 
torso spilling over the side, while she 
hops on top. Apparently the blood is 
supposed to rush to his OTHER head, 
which gives a mind-blowing orgasm. 
Frankly it’s not that much different for 
the ladies than just being on top, and it 
looks like it’s less than comfortable for 
him -- but if he likes the head rush, 
then we say go for it! Relationships are 
about give and take. 


14. The lap dance 


Correcting the error in physics that is 
presented by the cradle, the lap dance 
adds the required amount of leverage in 
order for both parties to orgasm. The 
lap dance works with him sitting in an 
armless chair, while she straddles him 
with both her feet on the floor. With 
the assistance of his hands on her hips, 
she can use her legs to achieve the 
desired “up and down" motion. It's sexy, 
it’s fun, and, depending on the chair, 
it’s ergonomically ideal. 


13. Reverse cowgirl 


Science says it’s much, much easier for 
a woman to orgasm when she’s on top. 
The reverse cowgirl is a fun twist on 

an old favorite where the woman is on 
top facing the man’s feet. First, he’s 
deeeefinitely enjoying the view. And 
she’s MOST LIKELY getting off. The 
only reason why this isn’t higher on the 
list is because it’s really nice to orgasm 
when you're facing each other. 


12. Pole position 


This is like advanced reverse cowgirl. 
While she's in reverse cowgirl, he bends 
one knee so she is straddling only one 


leg. This means she can rub up against 
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his thigh, giving extra contact to the 
clitoris, which, as we mentioned, is 
preeeetty great for sex. 


11. The flatiron 


This is а great position for the ladies 
who love doggy style, but with a little 
extra comfort added. She lies face- 
down on the bed, legs straight, while 
he climbs on top of her from behind. 
It’s relaxing for her, and hits the same 
spots that doggy style does, but adds 
for an extra level of intimacy as his 
body is pressed directly into hers. He is 
going to enjoy this because it’s pretty 
much a straight view of ass the entire 
time. 


10. The tabletop 


In case you are unfamiliar, the tabletop 
involves the woman lying flat on her 
back, again on a surface that matches 
his hip level. Her legs are up in the air 
at a 90-degree angle. It's hot because it 
changes up your location, he's at maxi- 
mum "thrust" potential, and his and her 
hands are free for ang extracurricular 
roaming. 


9. Scissors 

With her legs spread, he straddles one 
leg and props the other one up against 
his chest or draped over his knee. This 
is awesome for him because he can get 
all up in there in ways that other posi- 
tions just can’t reach, which coinciden- 
tally is pretty awesome for her. Plus it 
feels naughtier than just straight mis- 
sionary, which you know you like, you 
wild thing, you! 


8. The L 

This is kind of like sideways doggy style. 
She’s lying on her side with her legs out 
at а 90-degree angle to form an “L” 
shape (duh). He kneels up behind her 
and... | think you get it. Girls who like 


doggy style will like this because it hits 
similar spots without strain to her knees 
or back. 


7. The bridge 


Have her lie on the the bed almost in 
missionarg, while he kneels between her 
legs. He raises her lower back with his 
hands and supports her hips that way. 
This allows him to, once again, go just 
a little bit deeper and hits the elusive 
G-spot at a new and interesting angle. 


6. The spoon 


Spooning after sex is one of the best 
parts about sex. So spooning during 

sex can only be awesome, which, spoil- 
er alert, it is. Have her lie on her side 
while he lifts her top leg from behind. 
In this position he can be in control by 
grabbing her hips, rubbing her clitoris 
Cwhich, if you didn't know, is what you 
need to do to make her orgasm), grab- 
bing... other things. She can increase 
the level of intensity by turning to hold 
his neck while he goes slow... and then 
maybe a little bit fast... and then slow 
again... and hold on, | need a minute... 


5. Doggy style 
Ahhh, classic doggy style -- arguably 


one of women’s most favorite positions 
the world over. | doubt you need this 
explained, but here’s why it’s terrific: 
he’s going suuuuper deep, which is great 
for women who can orgasm from pen- 
etration alone. (Most women cannot, 

so don’t be sad if that’s not your lady. 
This is still going to feel good for her.) 
It directly hits the G-spot and adds a 
tasteful level of raunch. 


4. Ankles above her head 


Again, another take on classic mission- 
arg, lifting her ankles back behind her 

head changes up the angle and also al- 
lows him to go in deep. Just make sure 


your lady is flexible, because otherwise 
this isn't very comfortable. 


3. The G-whiz 

This is similar to having her legs lifted 
behind her head, but is slightly more 
comfortable for those of us who aren't 
master yogis. She lies on her back and 
rests her legs on his shoulders while he 
kneels to do his thing. It narrows our 
lady bits, which feels great for him and 
also helps to make the G-spot a more 
direct target. 


2. Girl on top 
Again, no detailed description should be 


necessary Chopefully...). This is one of 
the most perfect positions for women 
because it gives us all of the control. 
We pretty much have control of the 
switchboard from this angle and can 
adjust the levels of pace, depth, and 
speed to our liking. Still, he can certain- 
ly have his say in this position by grab- 
bing her hips and pulling a “power bot- 
tom,” which is often appreciated when 
we're tired from doing a lot of the work. 


1. Missionary 

OK, if you're ALWAYS doing mission- 
arg then gour sex is definitely boring. 
But ironically, this is the go-to position 
for a reason, It just works for everyone. 
She’s lying there under her man feeling 
all sexy and feminine, while he’s on top 
doing his dominant thing. It's intimate 
and romantic, but can also be just the 
right amount of raunchy if she adds 
something to the roll and doesn't rele- 
gate herself to the dreaded “starfish.” 
If she’s doing it right, she should move 
her hips, grab his, open and close her 
legs to change up the feeling for him, 
etc. Pulling her knees up to her sides is 
also a way for him to get a little deeper 


into her, as well. 
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EAVESDROPPING 


My college roommate Connie was a 
serial monogamist, always going from 
one guy to the next. One semester she 
went through five boyfriends, dump- 
ing each one after a few weeks be- 
cause they failed to hold her interest. 
No one could figure out what her deal 
was. Then one day I came home from 
class and heard Connie on the phone 
with a friend, talking about her lack- 
luster love life. When I heard Connie 
say, "You know what the problem is?” 
I knew I had to find out what she was 
going to say. Ducking into the bath- 
room, I hid behind the shower curtain 
and listened intently. 


"It's Janine," she said. I jumped. Me? 
What about me made her break up 
with all those guys? "I like her, okay? 
I find my roommate attractive. Ugh!" 
she practically screamed. 


She finds me attractive? I won^dered 
if she was telling the truth. I hoped 
she was. Since the day we'd movedin 
together more than a year earlier, I'd 
been drawn to her. She was so laid- 
back, so calm. And she was hot, too. 
She had a trim waist and nice wide 
hips. Her hair was always perfect, 
every strand in place, and her make- 
up was flawless. Even her clothes, 
the ripped jeans and tiny T-shirts she 
always wore, looked sexy. And she 
wasn't even trying! 


"Every time a guy kisses me, I think 
of her," she whined. "I imagine her 
soft lips kissing me, her hands on my 
body... " The moan that broke free 
from her after that was sexy, sensu- 
al, and I started thinking about the 
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things she'd just described. In my 
mind, I kissed her soft lips and trailed 
my hands over her equally soft body. 
God, she was driving me crazy! I 
wished she'd just get off the phone al- 
ready so I could go in there and — 

I'd been so caught up in my dirty little 
daydream that I didn't hear her hang 
up the phone, but I definitely heard 
her when she started walking toward 
my hiding place. ГП just pretend / 
was going to the bathroom this whole 
time, I thought, and she'll never know 
I was eavesdropping. But that thought 
came too late. Before I had a chance to 
do anything, Connie was standing in 
front of me. 


She was wearing short-shorts and a 
tiny T-shirt, and just looking at her 
dressed like that after hearing all the 
things she'd said made me incredi- 
bly hot. I was so turned on that, even 
though I knew I should tell her about 
overhearing her, I decided to act first 
and talk later. Leaning in, I framed her 
face with my hands, pulled her close, 
and planted a long, lingering kiss on 
her pretty pink lips. She didn't react 
right away, but when she did, it was 
definitely worth the wait. Her tongue 
snaked between my lips, and her 
hands started running up and down 
my body, eventually sneaking up my 
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skirt and landing on my ass. 


Her tongue snaked between my lips, 
and her hands started miming up and 
down my body. 


When we broke for air, neither of us 
bothered speaking; instead we started 
to rip off each other's clothes. It was 
easy to get Connie's clothes off, but 
it took a bit longer for her to get my 
layers off. When she had me down to 
my bra and skirt (my panties had been 
the first thing to go), she gave up and 
chose to work around the remaining 
garments. 


Dropping to her knees, she stuck her 
head under my skirt and I felt her 
tongue dancing on my mound. For a 
split second it tickled, but then it felt 
heavenly, and I moaned in delight as 
she kept licking my lips and circling 
my clit with her tongue. She instinc- 
tively knew exactly what I would like, 
and each stroke of her tongue, each 
pucker of her lips, brought me closer 
to release. 


When I came, I clamped her head be- 
tween my thighs, keeping her in place. 
When I finally relaxed and she leaned 
back to look at me, I could see my juic- 
es shining on her face. Then she stood 
up, grabbed my hand, and dragged 
me to the bedroom. 


Connie pushed me down on her bed 
and climbed on top of me, kissing me 
for a moment before sliding up my 
body until her pussy was in front of 
my face. I slipped a finger into her ex- 
tremely wet cunt, briefly fingering her 
before she shifted, inching closer to 
my mouth. When her slit was right by 
my lips, I leaned forward and kissed 


her wet pussy. 


I tried to eat her with as much skill 
as she'd eaten me. Every time I licked 
her pussy or sucked her clit, Connie 
moaned with contentment, enjoying 
my tongue work as much as I was еп- 
joying giving it to her. I couldn't seem 
to get enough of her, and I kept try- 
ing to get more and more of her slick 
mound into my mouth. I pulled gen- 
tly on her pussy lips and twirled my 
tongue around her erect clit, doing ev- 
erything I could to make sure she was 
enjoying it as much as I was—and I 
was pretty fucking turned on! 


After about ten minutes, I slipped a 
finger into her pussy while I contin- 
ued to eat her and wiggled it around, 
reaching for her G spot. When she let 
out a soft sigh, I added a second finger 
and curled them, stroking the sweet 
spot inside her pussy. She began 
convulsing, her hips writhing about, 
causing my mouth to keep slipping 
from its intended target. Then she was 
coming, and her juices flowed over 
my fingers. I eagerly drank her down, 
falling in love with her sweet flavor 
and never wanting to pull away. 


A few moments later, though, that's 
exactly what | had to do. It wasn't for 
long, however, as Connie flipped us 
over and started in on me again. We 
continued taking turns bringing each 
other to climax all night. 


The next morning, things went back 
to normal between us—for the most 
part. Connie still dated a new guy ev- 
ery few weeks, but it didn't matter if 
any of her boyfriends stuck around 
anymore, because we were too busy 


fucking like bunnies to care. We went 
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on like that until graduation a couple of years later, and we've since lost touch, 
but she definitely made my college years some of the best of my life! — 


ROCKSTAR 


I met him in the hotel lobby, and I 
have to admit, the elevator ride to 
the seventh floor was a bit awkward. 
But it was exciting, too, with months 
of anticipation about to come to an 
end. Once in the room, I wasted no 
time. The lights were on, but I didn't 
care. I figured we might as well get 
down to business. I grabbed his belt 
and playfully tugged him toward the 
beds. There were two, and we stood 
between them, kissing passionately 
while we disrobed one another. 


"You're so beautiful," he said. 


We were naked, standing chest to 
chest, and my nipples became hard 
as they brushed against him. He 
cupped my breasts in his hands, gen- 
Ну knead^ing them. Then he took one 
nipple into his mouth and nibbled and 
sucked on it until it was achingly erect 
before moving on to the next one. 


My legs began to feel wobbly, so I sat 
on the bed and attempted to pull him 
down with me. Instead, he fell to his 
knees, eager to taste me, and he did. 
He brushed his cheek over my hair, 
spreading my lips, then eased his 
tongue into my slit. His kisses were 
gentle, and he was in no rush. I tried to 
be patient, but all I could think about 
was getting his cock inside me. He 
kissed me for a long time, his tongue 
flicking and stabbing at my clit. The 
sound of his mouth smacking on my 
pussy was so sexy, and I got incredi- 
bly wet. I asked him if I tasted good. 
"Mmm," he moaned. 


22 


"I want to taste myself," I told him. 


That got his attention, and he looked 
at me as if he wasn't sure what I meant, 
so I crushed my mouth against his in 
a powerful kiss, then slowly licked his 
lips. After that, he understood exact- 
ly what I meant. He reached between 
my thighs and slid a finger into my 
pussy. Then he pulled his finger out 
and brought it to my lips. 


"That’s hot,” he said, and from the 
look in his eyes, I knew he meant it. 
I reached for my purse, or rather the 
rubber inside it. In seconds, that was 
taken care of and I was straddling 
him. I loved the way he watched me 
as I thrashed about, my hair whipping 
around while he stayed calm and fo- 
cused. He studied me like I was the 
most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. 
Then I positioned myself so I was no 
longer straddling him, but our bodies 
were parallel, pressed firmly togeth- 
er from knees to navel. Then I start- 
ed another ride, with a new rhythm. 
From my new position I could rub my 
clit along his shaft while working the 
head in and out of my cunt. 


" No one has ever done that before,” 
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he whispered. "I like your style." 


“Oh, God,” was all I could muster. 

Pretty soon I was ready to come, but I 
knew he wasn't, so I stopped moving. 
I didn't want to finish yet; I wanted to 
please my lover. And I knew just how 
to do it. I placed small kisses all over 
his dick. Then I lightly licked his shaft 
from the balls all the way to the tip. 
When I took the head into my mouth 
and he moaned, I put the entire length 
in my mouth and started sucking it in 
and out. Meanwhile, I 
had his nuts in one hand 
and I wrapped the oth- 
er around the base of 


I LOVED 
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series of spastic convulsions. 
"You came?" he asked. 


"Yes," I sighed as I jumped off his 
cock, my pussy too sensitive to han- 
dle being touched anymore. Then he 
was ready to come, and I started jack- 
ing him off. Just the touch of my hand 
drove him crazy, and he spilled his 
warm, milky come into my hand. 


We lay side by side, catching our 
breath, and then he told 
me, over and over while 
searching for his clothes, 
that he wished he had 


his cock, jacking him off WATCHED ME more time. I didn't, but I 


while I sucked. Then I 


kept that to myself. Then 


slipped my finger in his AS I THRASHED he dressed quickly and 


v ABOUT, MY 
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"Ooh," he moaned. "I 
like that!" 


headed for the door. As 
he reached for the knob, 
he hesitated and turned 
toward me. 'I'd really 


PING AROUND love to stay for an en- 


"I knew you would," I 
told him with a smug 
look on my face. 


WHILE HE 
STAYED CALM the next tour. I hope I see 


core," he said. "But ГП 
be in Kentucky again on 


you then." 


I finger-fucked his ass as AND FOCUSED. "Be safe," I replied. 


I sucked his cock, and the 

action drove him wild. 

His back arched and his toes curled 
and I felt energy radiate from his core. 
Then I climbed back onto his lap and 
started bouncing on his cock. I thrust 
against him, harder and harder, slam- 
ming our bodies together. The excite- 
ment built inside me until I exploded. 
My orgasm was incredible, and it was 
so intensely pleasurable that | erupted 
into laughter. 


Gasping and barely able to breathe, I 
continued fucking. But what once was 
a beautiful rhythm had turned into a 


Then he was gone, and 
there was no turning back. I drifted 
off into a blissful sleep, the kind of 
sleep that comes only after great sex. 


I woke up late the next morning in a 
beautiful hotel room, with a vaulted 
ceiling and a view to die for. I could 
see the entire city in the distance. 


Then my phone beeped to alert me to 
a new text message. "Last night was 
awesome" was all it read. I know, 

I thought, and smiled. I couldn't wait 


until the next tour. — 
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DR. X 


WATCHING 

My wife and 1 love kinky sex. 
We make love in every imag- 
inable position, and we enjoy 
talking dirty, too. One night 
she said shed love to have two 
of me at the same time. Ever 
since she said that | always 
get hot thinking about it. | 
want to watch her have sex 
with another guy, then join in 
on the fun. How would we go 
about instigating something 
like this? it seems weird going 
up to a guy in a bar and say- 
ing, Do you want to fuck my 
wife?" 


Asking a random guy at a ran- 
dom bar about joining you and 
your wife in the bedroom is a bad 
idea. The quickest way to find a 
man to be witb your wife is to go 
to a swing dub that allows single 
men. Once you chat up a decent 
prospect, run him by your wife, 
then get him a drink and ask 
bim if be would like to join you 
in one of the private rooms or 
come home with you. Make sure 
you are very direct and inviting, 
as many men are apprehensive 
about fucking other men's wives 
in front of them. Put on your big- 
gest; friendliest smile and say 
affirmatively, “I would love to 
see you fuck my wife." Once he 
whole heartedly agrees, clarify 
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the rules: "I would like to watch 
for a while, then join in." 

Make sure you specify exactly 
how far you are willing to go; be- 
cause many men who go to “ev- 
erything goes” swing dubs are 
bisexual. 

If you feel awkward about going 
to a swing dub; or happen to be 
shy, the easiest way to find three- 
some candidates is by joining 
AdultFriendFinder.com, which 
has an impressive array of ea- 
ger participants. But be warned, 
until it’s actually happening, 
you don't really know if watch- 
ing your wife get fucked is the 
tum-on you've been fantasizing 
about. Sometimes, it's best to let 
fantasies remain fantasies. 


TESTING TERROR 

| slept with a hooker on a trip 
abroad, and, in the heat of 
moment did not use protec- 
tion. Now! am terrified about 
the possibility of having con- 
tracted HIV, but I’m afraid to 
get tested for fear that my 
employer, family, or friends 
will somehow find out about 
a positive test outcome. Are 
there any early symptoms | 
should be looking for? What 
is the best way to get tested 
confidentially? 


I am not going to lecture you about the dangers of unprotected sex... 
with hookers. But I would seriously advise you against looking for any 
“early symptoms," lest you want to turn yourself into a bigger neurotic 
mess than you already are Instead, you should get tested right away, 
and re-tested in about six months. Since you're concerned about con- 
fidentiality, look for a center that provides anonymous testing. You 
will be identified by a code number and will not need to provide your 
name, address, telephone number, or any other identifying informa- 
tion. You will be given a receipt after having your blood drawn, which 
you will bring back in person one week later to get a result. 


With anonymous testing, nobody can get results of your test from a 
clinic, not even at your request so chances of anybody finding out are 
minuscule. Meanwhile; relax—your chances of getting HIV from a one- 
time unprotected encounter with a woman are actually very low. Of 
course, you could have picked up other vile things you should get test- 
ed for, to a (But if you had anal sex with a she-male, then all bets are 
off.) Next time you have risky sex, wear a condom—then your risk of 
getting HIV from a woman drops to one in 50 million.------- 


Сиск НЕВЕ 


Ѕоимо TRACK 


My next-door neighbors do every- 
“thing at high volume. Their fights 
are loud, their television is loud, their 
dog is loud ...and their lovemaking is 
loud. 


Last week I was at home alone, read- 
ing a book, when I heard noise com- 
ing from their bedroom, which shares 
a wall with my living room. 


I tried to ignore it, because I real- 
ly wanted to finish my book, but the 
moaning and grunting kept getting 
louder. It sounded like people when 
they’re about to fuck, and I couldn't 
help but stop to listen. 


I heard the couple crash to the bed, 
followed a minute or so later by the 
sound of their headboard banging 
against the wall. Again I tried to ig- 
nore the noise and concentrate on my 
book, but when I turned my attention 
back to the page, I found myself at 
the beginning of a steamy love scene. 
Sucking in a deep breath, I tried to 
read, but it certainly wasn't helping to 
have a soundtrack. The more I tried 
to focus on the book, the more turned 
on I became. I wasn't sure if it was the 
book, the neighbors, or the combina- 
tion of stimuli that was doing it, but I 
felt my pussy growing moist. 


Without really being aware of what I 
was doing, I slipped a hand into my 
pajama pants and started rubbing my 
pussy. It felt really good, so I kept go- 
ing, putting slight pressure on my clit. 
In a moment the book was forgotten 
and all I could concentrate on were 
the noises from next door and the tin- 
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gling between my legs. 


It wasn'teasy trying to pleasure myself 
with my pants in the way, so I pushed 
them down past my hips to give my- 
self more room. As soon as my cunt 
was uncovered, I got to work bringing 
myself off. The finger already inside 
my pussy thrusted faster and harder, 
and I used my other hand to lift my 
shirt and massage my big tits. 


The noises next door weren't eascing, 
and when the headboard started 
pounding against the wall again, I 
knew they'd be going at it for quite a 
while. That had been the last thing I'd 
wanted only minutes earlier, but now 
it was exactly what | needed. I couldn't 
imagine trying to get off without the 
accompanying soundtrack, and I was 
so worked up that if it stopped, I'd be 
left unsatisfied. Luckily, it seemed I 
had nothing to worry about. 


Ifita second finger into my pussy, and 
it slid in easily. Then I started tweak- 
ing my nipples, trying to really get 
myself going. As I thrust in and out of 
my cunt, I tried to match the rhythm 
of the couple fucking next door. They 
seemed to know what they were do- 
ing, and they always seemed to have 
intense orgasms (their shouts of plea- 
sure were always incredibly loud), so 
I wanted nothing more than to emu- 
late them at that moment. 


When they started fucking even hard- 
er, their headboard banging against 
the wall so forcefully that I feared 
it would breakthrough, I slid in a 
third finger. My pussy was absolute- 


ly stuffed, and I could barely wiggle 
my fingers, but what little movements 
I could make were sending waves of 
pleasure throughout my body. Then I 
heard the neighbors start to moan as if 
they were about to climax. 


I picked up the speed and thrust my 
fingers in and out as fast as I could 
while simultaneously rubbing my clit 
and kneading my breasts. Then the 
woman next door let out a long, high- 
pitched shriek as she came. A stream 
of curses followed as she enjoyed the 
pleasure her husband gave her, and 
then it was his turn. When he came, I 
heard only a series of staccato grunts, 
followed by one long, low moan. 


The headboard continued to clang 
against the wall, so I kept playing 
with my pussy. Then, as the man next 
door groaned again, I finally came. 


My climax was more explosive than 
it'd been in a long time, and I cried 
out. It was over a minute later, and 
the sounds next door had stopped 
completely, just in time for me to take 
a nice post orgasm nap. 


I don't think ГП ever get used to all 
the noise they make, but every now 
and then, their sound effects come in 
handy! — 
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PLEASURE 


Ive always had а thing for red- 
heads, and when I saw Alice across 
the conference table, I knew instant- 
ly that I had to have her. Every time 
she looked at me, I felt like her eyes 
were burning through my blazer, 
trying to get to the lacy lingerie un- 
derneath. 


At lunch, I planned to casually ap- 
proach her and start a conversa7- 
tion, something about the meeting 
or the merger, but she beat me to 
it. She strode up to me with such 
purpose that I was sure she was go- 
ing to comment on the fact that I'd 
barely paid attention in the meet- 
ing, or call me out because I'd been 
late that morning. But what she 
said instead was much more inter- 
esting: "Care to accompany me to 
the ladies’ room?” 


I had no idea why she would ask 
such a thing, but I couldn't bring 
myself to question her or say no. I 
just nodded my head and followed 
her out the door, my lunch forgot- 
ten. She kept up her fast pace all 
the way to the bathroom at the oth- 
er end of the hallway, passing the 
restroom right outside the cafete- 
ria. Still, I didn't bother to ask what 
was going on. 


AS soon as we were inside the small 
bathroom, with the door closed be- 


hind us, she spun around and asked 
me if I liked girls. "I saw you star- 
ing at me all morning," she added, 
"зо don’t try to tell me you’re not 
interested.” 


I assured her I 


Alice was still kissing me while her 
hands went to work on my body, 
the one at my pussy working extra 


As I thrust Inyo: Si 


on, but that didn't 


was very interes: ANA out of MY stop her. After pull- 


ed, and the words 
had barely left my 
lips before she was 


ing her fingers from 


cunt, I tried my cunt, she start- 


ed rubbing her hand 


pushing me against h h all over my pussy, 
the door, her lips to matc t е brushing against my 


fusing to mine. Га 


lips and my clit. Then 


thought she was rhythm of the: started sliding the 


take-charge woman 


tip of one finger back 


in the boardroom, | К and forth between 
but she was twice coup e fuc xi my lips, getting close 


as aggressive when e 
it came to sex. 


Her tongue pushed 

into my mouth, tangling with my 
own, before I'd even thought of 
parting my lips. And her hands 
were everywhere —one minute on 
my hips, the next on my tits, then 
on my ass. I couldn't keep up! But 
when a hand slipped under my 
skirt, I was definitely back on track. 
Her fingers were pulling at my cot- 
ton panties, and I lost myself in 
the excitement. Then I felt her fin- 
gers on my skin, parting my pussy 
lips and pushing into my cunt, and 
I had to bite my lip to keep from 
screaming with pleasure. Her fin- 
gers were moving expertly inside 
me, banging meat the perfect speed 
and hitting me at just the right an- 
gle. It was almost like I was play- 
ing with myself, but better- much, 


much better. 
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to my clit before slid- 


119 пехї door. ing it in the other di- 


rection. This went on 

for several minutes, 
and the constant teasing soon had 
me on edge. I was starting to get 
anxious, looking forward to my re- 
lease. 


It seemed Alice knew exactly what I 
was feeling, though, and she pulled 
back from our kiss and smiled 
wickedly, shaking her head and 
telling me that I’d have to wait a 
little bit longer before I got what I 
wanted. I groaned in protest, but 
she tweaked my nipple with one 
hand while her other pressed firm- 
ly on my clit. If she didn’t let me 
come soon, Га go crazy! 

Fortunately, she heard the plead- 
ing in my groan and decided not 
to tease me any longer. She slipped 
a finger back inside my pussy and 
thrust it in and out as far as my 


panties would allow. A second finger was added a moment later, and her 
fingers pumped erratically, no longer following the pattern she'd set earlier. 


I felt like 1 was really getting fucked. 

If | hadn't been so overwhelmed by the feelings she was creating in me, I 
might have been more worried about the fact that I wasn't doing anything 
to get her off, but I was too distracted to care about anyone but myself. It 
didn't seem like Alice was too worried about her own pleasure anyway, 
even as she was doing everything she could to make me come. 


Then, after another minute or two of Alice's thrusting fingers, I was moan- 
ing loudly into our Kiss as I went over the edge. My climax was intense, 
more intense than I'd expected from a 15-minute hookup in the bathroom, 
and it felt like I'd never stop coming. 

All too soon, though, It was over and I was straightening my panties while 
Alice licked her fingers clean of my juices and washed her hands. 


Five minutes later, I was back to staring at her across the table in the confer- 
ence room. Only this time, I knew she was looking back, and | couldn't stop 
the smile that spread across my face as I thought about our lunchtime treat. 
Our next break couldn't come soon enough for me! — 
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